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With dutchkin dublets, and with lerkins iaggde ?
With Spanifh fpangs, and ruffes fet out of France,
With high copt hattes, and fethers flaunt a flaunt?
They be fo fure euen Wo to Men in dede.
Nay then (my lorde) let (hut the glaffe apace.
High time it were, for my pore Mufe to winke,
Since al the hands, al paper pen, and inke,
Which euer yet, this wretched world poffeil,
Cannot defcribe, this Sex m colours dewe,
No no (my Lorde) we gafed haue inough,
(And I too much, God pardon me therfore)
Better loke of, than loke an ace to farre:
And better mumme, than meddle ouermuch.
But if my Glaffe, do like my lonely lorde,
We wil efpie, fome funny Sommers day,
To loke againe, and fee fome femely fights.
Meane while, my Mufe, right humbly doth befech.
That my good lorde, accept this ventrous verfe,
Vntil my braines, may better ftuflfe deuife.

FINIS:

Tarn Marti, q^idm Mercuric.

